"=_=_=_=_=_==_=_=__=_=_=~=="«=[[[ananananan»aanananm]——s]_——_—_—_—_—_—_—_—~”»sese»eee»y--_~»x_;»;q—{x{xx[__—~c<;x;xxxz=[&=[{=»=woee es 


1833. ] Monboddoniano. 31 





SAYINGS OF LORD MONBODDO. 

The science of metaphysics must always keep, with the en- 
lightened few, a rank above all those that treat of inferior 
subjects, to that greatest one of all, the operations of mind 
and spirit. He who has never studied the philosophy of his 
own mind, is as much inferior to him who understands it, as 
the lubberly passenger in a ship is to the enlightened naviga- 
tor; neither, it is true, can control the winds, nor clear away 
elouds from the stars; but without any such visionary powers 
as these, there remains an immense difference between being 
driven through one’s course ignorantly and incuriously by im- 
pulses of whose nature and limits we have no conception, and 
profiting by our intelligence of the same impulses, and when 
we cannot suit them to our purposes, accommodating our pur- 
poses to them—what matters it, so they are effected. Most 
of us walk in the dark in regard to every thing that concerns 
our own powers and better natures. Weare lost in absolute 
fogs of ignorance, to the extent of not believing in the exist- 
ence of knowledge, and of not appreciating it when others dis- 
cover it. Yet the search should be made for its own sake, 
for the improvement and exercise it is fitted to give our percep- 
tive faculties and reasoning powers, even if the benefit ended 
there. It would be easy to cite many examples of this effect. 
We shall content ourselves with one, which will put this mat- 
ter in a striking point of view, as showing how one man’s mind 
at least, has arrived at a pitch of acuteness, which most or all 
of our readers probably must be content to admire, and can 
scarcely hope to reach. We mean Lord Monboddo—from 
whose work, on the origin and progress of language, book 1, 
eh. 8, we take the following extract :-— 

‘‘ Plato said that the subject of opinion was neither the 
vor, or the thing itself, nor was it the vr: «so or nothing, but 
something betwixt these two. This may appear, at first sight, 
a little mysterious and hard to be understood; but like other 
things of that kind in Plato, when examined to the bottom, 
it has a very clear meaning, and explains the nature of opinion 
very well. For, as he says, every man that opines must opine 
something. ‘The subject of opinion, therefore, is not nothing 
—at the same time it is not the thing itself, but something 
betwixt the two.” 


Lord Monboddo says, he knows a man who would spend 
days together in reading music, without applying to it either 
veice or instrument, and took great delight in it- ‘The musie, 
Monboddo says, was intellectual. 
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TO CORRESPON DENTS. 


The pigeon-holes of our cabinet are already lined with communications, and 
we cannot better keep them in order, than by at once distributing their contents 
under their respective heads of “ accepted,” *‘ rejected," and “ for advisement,’’— 
observing always, however, most religiously, the request, when nade by corres- 
pondents, to have their contributions passed over in silence. 

To begin with grave subjects, we shall always be happy to have answer- 
ed through our pages, any questions upon Jiterature or autiquities, like that 
Srafeered by Cenricus; and we regret that bis own Jetter was not intend- 
ed for publication. That important ground once occupied with so happy an 
effect by the London Gentleman's Magazine, when it was the medium through 
which men of taste, scicnce, and literature, communicated with each other upon 
every class of subjects, has been so deserted by inodern periodicals, that it may be 
necessary for us here to remind our readers, that we shall always be happy when 
they exchange their views with each other, as well as with the public, through 
our Magazine. In the meantime, though but little versed in the abstruse points 
of chronology, about which Celticus is so curious, we believe (upon the authority 
of Gillacoeman's list of the heathen monarchs of Ireland,) that the commence- 
ment of the Milesian monarchy was coincident with the reign of Solomon in the 
east. Asto the period of time when the Jrigh language was fixed, it must be al- 
most impossible to name it with any precision, when we recollect that according 
to the most received opinions of philologists—while many of the terms and all 
is construction of that ancient tongue, have been derived from early commerce 
with the Phenicians—it is compased from fewer Celtic dialects, than any other 
tangue among the continental Celts, and involves the remains of the primeval 
language of Europe. 

Quivepo’s “ Resuscitations of forgotten Bards,” is misnamed. Quivedo is a 
resurrection man, not a resuscitator, and he should recullect that reviewers dis- 
sect none hut living subjects—a dead ane ig of ng more use to them than toa 
recruiting officer. 

“C,” “ Laxg Bare,” and ‘“‘ Ronis Hoop’s” article on Rifle Shooting are under 
consideration. We think we should like to hear from the author of the second in 
prose. We like the subject of the third, but it might bave been handled better. 
R. H. should have consulted Col. Hawker's book fur information, upon percussion 
locks, before attempting to decide upon the relatiye advantage between them 
and flint locks. The idea of the action of the percussion powder depressing the 
piece, we believe is exploded. 

“Tae Osservatory” shall apnear in our next. 

“S. W.” does not do himself justice—he must elaborate his verses more. 

We like “ Lion” so much as to wish to keep him for the present in our menag- 
erie, but as yet do not know what use to make of him. 

Hooaw Mocan’s “ Vision” is received. But Hogan Mogan has forgotten that 
though a man may dream when he ig asleep, yet he should always be awake 
when he relates his dreams. The poetical part, the Ode to Black Hawk particy- 
larly, he has imitated from Halleck’s Marco Bozzarig. But such an imitation 

—It is as flat and fuleome to our ears 
As howling after music — 

We shail be happy to hear from Inico Jones, on ‘ Domestic Architecture,” 
though the want of room, of which he complains at large parties, might in some 
measure be remedied by the gentlemen entering into terms with the ladies, to 
give up carrying their hats into a ball-room, upon condition that their fair ene- 
mies will sacrifice so much of their sleeves as occupies an equal space in the 
crowd. 

The lines signed Conrap will never do—they are too deep in the autumnal 
dint. What an opening. 

‘* What life o’erhanging cloud, whose tearful showers 
Fall through the suvshine of our happiest hours, 
In gathering volume new and deepening dye, 


Weighs on the benrt, and blackens on the oye. 
Te is enough— 


Tee much in all conscience. Exit Conrad cum suis. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE... 


The Caliph was perfectly right—He did well to banish one of the Faithful for not 
putting pepper into his cheese cakes. Want of seasoning isthe worst ofall defects in any 
made dish that is presented at table. It may be underdone or overdone, it may be crisped 
up nearly to cinders or require a heater, but if it is brought up at all, there must be a 
flavor, a relish, a spice about it, that may at least tell what it might have been or may 
yet become.—That may at least evince the genius of the artist while it leaves you to 
deplore his present failure, and, as the delicate aroma of a Paté de Foie-gras at a side 
table, will steal out and betray itself through the gross and steamy odors of a course 
of game—harbinger, the promise of happier efforts even in the present imperfect exhi- 
bitionof his skill. But if flavor and relish—if raciness and piquancy are utterly wanting 
in his attempts—however accomplished your professor may be in the mere mechanical 
parts of his duties—however well he may acquit Iimself with a haunch or a sirloin— 
you had better have recourse to Delmonico or Gassin, than trust him with the credit 
of your table upon extra occasions. Here now we have before us a table full apparently 
of good things, yet cover after cover each as we raise scarcely one developes a morceau 
beneath that is presentable to the render. Nothing eppigrammatic, nothing funciful— 
nothing vif, pithy or spirited—no whim, no extravagance to stimulate and bewilder our 
senses, But, varying only from tame propriety to slovenly mediocrity—every thing 
is as staid and stupid, and sensible, as if composed in a bob-wig over a bottle of porter. 
More in short, like the squeezings of an editor’s brain than the creaming of a contri- 
butor’s wit. 

What in the world have our readers to do with musty essays, in fourth rate Spectator 
style, like this one in which “Kate Careless” as a sloven, and “Dick Dainty” as a 
fop, detain us for an hour in describing habits we knew were theirs the moment their 
names were announced. 

Here again is something not more inviting. ‘A ghost story »—The scene of which 
the writer by way of novelty lays in a Baronial Castle on the Rhine, while the spirit 
which he raises is so old fashioned as to be clad in white, and smell villainously of 
sulphur. It is wrong we know to look a gift horse in the mouth, but if people will 
present us with spectres let them belong to demoniac good-society—be well dressed in 
black, free from specks of blood, dagger-rust or grave-damp, and with manners fiendish 
and gentlemanlike ; nor must we be sent for them to ruined abbeys and castles where 
such things (at midnight and ina thunder storm,) may be had for the asking, but raise 
us up one ina ball-room or at a supper table, in Broadway, or the common coundll 
chamber—places were such commodities from their rarity are valuable. 

“¢ Specimens of a fashionable Novel!” what is here? Glang from Pelham, and hits at 
society, made as broadly as if the writer were fencing with a hay stack, and was sure 
to thrust home wherever he made a pass. We will nctaid in putting off on our guests 
mock turtle for real; give genuine Callipce, or we'll none of it. The English “ Fashion- 
able Novels” are half of them second rate pictures of sccond rate society, and to accept 

servile copies of them as faithful delineations of American Life, would be like receiving 

the suburban imitator of the ‘gentleman’s gentleman,’ as if he were the dashing 
Metropolitan himself. Third rate satire is worse even than third rate affectation ; for 
absurdity often makes the last not only endurable but diverting. 

A scented pink billet, “ Love verses to Delia.” Men in love are proverbially stupid, 
but he who could not rally invention enough to find a newer nomme de guerre for his 
mistress than Delia, deserves no mercy from her hands or ours. And therefore do 
we make light of this piece by turning it into an allumette. 
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This greasy mass of Chirography—“ pah! how it smells,”—as the Dane says in his 
phrenological lecture—what in the world can it contain? Kitchen Lyrics, No. 1, by 
Burns. Burns !—what !—the bard of nature? or the princeof pastry cooks? Genius 
of Ude! can it be the last! Hast thou then grand chef de cuisine let thy thoughts wan- 
der from creaking jacks, from groaning spits and sighing pans, to the pages of the 
Knickerbacker ? Welcome thrice welcome is this rare combination of the uéile cum 
dulce which make its way at once into the affections of every good housewife, 


RECIPE FOR MAKING SWEET-POTATO PUDDING. 


Oh, bring me from far in a Southern clime, 
The sweetest potatoes that ever grew: 
Such apples of earth as the olden time 
In its visions and prophecy envied the new. 
And wash them with lady-like lily hands, 
Till they look as pure as the saffron light 
That falls in the summer on fairy lands, 
From the moon in the depth of a cloudless night. 


And let them be next of their skins beguiled. 

But tenderly strip off the earthly vest, 
As if you were flaying a sleeping child, 

And were cautious of breaking its gentle rest ; 
And let them be pulveriz’d next by the skill 

Of the same white hands and the grater’s power, 
And a heaping up table spoon five times fill 

With the precious result of their golden flour ; 
Of boiling hot milk add a full quart cup; 

And next with five eggs, in a separate bowl, 
Beat five table spoonfuls of sugar up, " 

And stir them well in with the foaming whole. 


Add one table spoonful of eau de rose, 

Of salt a teaspoonful: and after these 
Of butter an egg-sized morsel: and close 

With a flavor of nutmeg, as much as you please, 
Then bake it—’t is pudding—TI pause at the name 

To reflect on the puddings of days that are past. 
And the prospects of more, which aspiring to fame, 

And failing, I’ve lost to go hungry at last. 


We shall be happy to rank this celebrated Cuisinier among our future contributors, 
and by leaving his address with the publishers, a copy of Dr. Kitchener’s 5000 Re- 
ceipts will be sent to him to do into verse as soon as he has run through his own culi- 
nary treasures. 

“Sketches, &c. by P.” We think weshouldlikeP. had we more of him to judge 
by. His specimen sketch would do well as the introductory chapter of a Novel, but 
it wants several requisites to make it a good magazine article. Still we shall be 
happy to publish it if he will first put us in possession of something more striking to 
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follow. P. must be aware of the objections to commencing a series of papers of the 
kind until we can in some degree judge whether, and how they are to be continued. 
Some of S.’s “musings” are very good, but the length to which they are protracted 
considering the want of interest in the subject, prevent their insertion. 
“Faust” arrived late, but as he comes all the way from Baltimore, and being an 
émpromplu, will not keep, we make room here for his “lines, written in a printing- 
office, while waiting for proof.” 


‘ 


TO . 


*Tis long past midnight, and the air 
Grows chilly in this cheerless room, 
Where the few sputtering candles flare, 
To show—not dissipate the gloom. 





And I—no hero of romance, 
Beneath his lady’s window creeping, 

To watch, with moon-beam—silvered lance, 
The slumbers of that “ lov’d one sleeping” — 


I sit ensconc’d on piles of paper, 
And keep, while thinking of thine eyes, 
As bright a vigil by my taper, 
As he beneath his moonlit skies, 
Swect Clara, thou in sleep art lost, 
And snul’st, perhaps, in dreams on one 
Who, mad with love, thy frowns almost 
When waking often have undone. 


Clara, the proof I wait for here, 

From hour to hour, will come at last ; 
But that I’ve sought from year to year, 
When will i tell my pains are past. 


The following copy of verses, if meant for an imitation of the style of Petrarch, is a 
failure, as our fair cofrespondent, on referring to the sonnets and canzoni of the great 
Tuscan poet, will discover, by the brilliant thoughts and glowing images which, run- 
ning into cold conceits and far-fetched epithets, generally distinguish, while they 
sometimes deform the style of those master-pieces of Lyric poetry. 


SONNET OF PETRARCH TO LAURA, 


When I remember all the fond devotion 

The long, long love that I to thee have borne, 
When I call up each gush of deep emotion, 

Bitter and wild, that through my soul has gone. 
When I reflect that, though thou canst not guess 
The measure of my love or of my wretchedness, 

That still thou must both long and well have known 

, His heart, which, whate’er lighten or oppress, 

Unshaken, changeless, is, through all, thine own— 
I cannot—distant though thy manner be— 

IT cannot think that thou art yet unheeding 
Of the power thou hast of joy or misery— 

I cannot believe that no kind thought is pleading 
Ever within thy heart of pride for me. 

ZULBIKA. 
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“A Spanish Romance” and the able reply to the fifth article in our last number, 
are reserved for the next. 

D. C. M. writes well, but not poetry. 

‘“W.” and “Le Noir Faineant,” are under advisement for the next number. They 
have both a share of the divine afflatus. 

Mercutio’s “Song of the Steam Spirit,” is not so characteristic as the following 
plaintive ballad upon a kindred subject which we have received from Boston at too 
late an hour to insert entire. 





THE LAY OF THE LOCOMOTIVE. 


{BY HENRY J. FINN.] 
“ He tells you Satly what his mind is,"°—Shakspeare. 


With the swiftness of the swallow, and the color of the crow, 

Im train’d up, like a child, in the way that I shoald go; 

From the time that I had motion, from the first day to the last day. 
Alas! I’ve been consuming, for each day has been a fast-day. 


And rapidly I sail along, with full and flowing sheet 

Of iron, like a fire-ship, though single I’m the fleet; 

By physical, not moral force, [ navigate my gap-lane, 
And, as I’m seldom half-seas-over, never have a Chap-lain. 


And through my pipe, as thus I glide, full many puffs I ve whiff’d, 
I’m never dull, for I’ve by heart, the works complete of Sto#ft. 

To legal lore I’m partial, and it never ends in smoke, 

I ’ve oft run over Black-stone, while my head was full Coke. 


In many matters mercantile, | often very far go, 
For though I have not any freight, Lalways make a cer-go. 

An artist too,—my customers, all sit without see-sawing, 

And when I take their likenesses, they all approve my drawing. 


No bull-y e’er could cow me, in a gas-conading caper, 

Few characters, you must confess, are more inclined to vapor ;- 
Each driver thinks, of every age, more wonders do in this teem, 
For all the folks are fast adopting, my steam now for Ais team ; 


The Jean and lankey cattle look as though they ’d run their races, 
They ll quit mortality’s last stage, and leave behind no traces, 
Then swear to follow in my train, and for that promise votive, 
What stronger motive can you have, than one good loco-motive. 


What can “ misocunos” mean by thinking we can countenance his dull siseeanen 
the most beautiful part of creation. Malum est Mulier sed necessarium malum, says 
Menandcr, and we would ask of Misogunos,—tids Bios tide repavev, atep Ape- 
OTH, 

Which may be rendered, 

What would remain but the lees of life, did you take the sweet mischief away ’ : 


*,* The Theatrical Notices are unavoidably crowded out of this Number, and 


Seen valuable worlts, which came to hand after the last form went to press, must lie 
over ull our next. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 


We thank Diogenes for his suggestion, and, regretting that any general remark 
made under this head in our last number could have been so appropriated as to have 
given pain, we shal] in future notice only those communications to which an answer 
is particularly requested. In the mean time, while expressing our indebtedness to 
correspondents for their numerous favors and kind wishes, we can only mention “ Le 
Noir Faineant,” “‘Cousin Sue,” “C. D. D.,” and “A. G. I,” as among the con- 
tributions selected for publication. 'To these the verses of “M.S.” should be added. 
were it not for the great falling off in the last stanza, which, it is trusted, the writer 
will think it worth while to revise. The sportive vein of Epaphroditus Pelham re- 
commends him, for we are sadly in want of lively contributors ; but his communica 
tion is too deficient in point, both in the turn of the sentences and general effect, for 
us to consider it a successful hit. ‘ O.” and ‘“‘ W.” are not quite what we would wish 
them. ‘P.,” is answered through the post-office 

The well written reply to the article on Political Economy in our first number, 
which we mentioned in our second would appear in this, has, upon further advise- 
ment, been returned to the publisher to await the disposal of the author. For, not 
to allege other causes, immediately after our announcement regarding it, our table 
became so flooded with communications upon both sides of the great question which | 
now agitates the country, that it was at once apparent that if we lent our pages fur- 
ther to its discussion, they would soon be engrossed by a single subject. And there- 
fore, though desirous of retaining such writers as Monocros, and the author of the 
article in question among our contributors, we cannot but yield to the recommenda- 
tion so forcibly conveyed in the following communication. 


Knickerbacker, No. 1, Art. 5th—“On Political Economy.”—No. 2—“ The able 
reply to the fifth article in our last number, shall appear in our next.” =, 

Mons. Tonson come again, aye, and again, and again,—coming, coming, coming. 
I will bear it no longer, it is absolutely insufferable. This miserable subject—this 
detestable Political Economy meets me at every turn. In good old times a man could 
avoid it—keep clear of quartos—eschew folios, and you were safe. But now we have 
Political Economy in octavo and duodecimo, besides pamphlets and tracts on Political 
Economy without number, and without end. With the periodicals, the case is even 
worse : instead of one or two dull, solid articles per annum in the Edinburgh and Quar- 
terly, which any one could skip, we have articles on Political Economy in the month- 
lys, the weeklys, and the dailys. Bulwer, Campbell, Tom Moore, and Wilson, (who 
knows better) all think it necessary to fill twenty pages per number with Political 
Economy. Nay, it was but the other day thatI sawa new number of Peter Parley’s 
Tales, entitled “Peter Parley’s Tales about Political Economy for Young Children.” 
Think of that—Political Economy for young children. Leet the boys dive into Adam 
Smith, and the girls understand Malthus, and what can you expect from such a sys- 
tem, but that the man will bestow part of his labor in adding to the exchangeable 
value of his own note by forging his neighbor’s name on the back of it, and the woman - 
be hanged for committing infanticide, lest the supply should exceed the demand? I 
had hopes that when Jeremy Bentham was dead, (may he rest in peace, or at least in 
quiet,) we should hear less of Political Economy. Jeremy was dead, and there was 
a fair prospect that the Westminster would not long survive him, and that the great- 
est happiness of the greatest number of that set, would be, to be declared bankrupt, 
or punished under the statute, against obtaining goods under false pretences; but I 
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know not how it is, the evil advances—in the words of the old statute, it has increased, 
is increasing, and ought to be diminished. What is the reason why our country is 
convulsed from north to south by the Tariff Question? Why are the Northern men 
talking of coercion, and the Southerners calculating the value of the Union~-think you 
that it isreally because they have different and irreconcilable interests 7?—not atall, it is 
because they have adopted different theories in Political Economy; and to these theo- 
ries—faneies—notions—vagaries of the brain, they cling, and will cling forever: for a 
man will ‘sacrifice any thing rather than his prejudices—and a regular political econo- 
mist is the most obstinate of all animals, the jackass not excepted. The worst of it is, 
that it is corrupting the fair sex. Now-a-days, if aman secks, as every wise man will, 
to while away an hour with them, instead of pretty prattle about dress and scandal, 
the last new novel, or poem, we have Ricardo and Adam Smith, price, value, utility, 
(that abhorred utility,) as familiar as household words. A word to bachelors. Did 
you ever see a lady reading Political Economy ?—avoid her—of course you would 
not wish to marry such an one—of that you are incapable—but avoid her: do not 
walk, nor talk, nor eat, nor drink with her—above all things do not play brag with 
her, I did once. How well she looked in Broadway next week—an elegant hat, 
Miss Thompson’s best, lace veil, cashmere shawl.—N. B. My tailor had to wait tll 
next quarter. This is but one of the cases in which the morale of the fair sex has 
been, to my knowledge, injured by Political Economy. It is the unsuspected cause 
of half the mischief they do. There, for example, is Miss B——, married to a rich 
curmudgeon, as old as her grandfather. Why did she do it?—entirely, according to 
McCulloch, she found that a hundred thousand dollars was the high price at which 
she could sell her love—a price which exceeded by many thousand fold the cost of its 
production—so, of course, the bargain was a good one ; besides, her sister at nineteen, 
married a poor lawyer of two and twenty, and now at thirty, she has nine children ; 
aad Malthus says—more than I choose to repeat; but where will the growing numbers 
end,if I attempt to tell all the evils which result from Political Economy. The very 
name is odious to me, it has robbed me of so many pleasing associations that cling to the 
word Economy. I had but the Domestic Economy, and a bright vision of fireside enjoy- 
ments, home-bred happiness rose before me: then Rural Economy, the neat well-kept 
farm, warm, comfortable house, large, well stocked barn, good crops, repaying good 
tillage—all this, and more, did those sweet words Rural Economy recall to mind ; but 
Political Economy! what is associated with that ?—eternal wrangling about principles 
which few understand, and fewer believe; cold calculations—every thing estimated 
according to its market price, to be sold, without hesitation, for what it will bring. 
But I will follow Hal’s advice, and take breath and to it again. FaLsTaFP. 
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Wirs this number a change in the Editorial department of our periodi- 
cal commences. It will be the object of the present Editors of the 
KNICKERBACKER to render it, in its matter, every way worthy of the 
very encouraging patronage which it receives; and they feel great plea- 
sure in announcing, that arrangements have been made which will ensure 
for this Magazine, regular contributions from the most eminent literary 
characters of our country. 

The success of the KNICKERBACKER is no longer an experiment. The 
public not only warmly welcomed it, on its first appearance, but have fos- 
tered it, by their partiality, into a strength which has effectually placed it 
beyond all the unfortunate contingences of a periodical’s infancy. And 
with this gratifying consciousness, it only remains for the proprietors to 
render it worthy, in its LIrERARY CHARACTER and EMBELLISHMENTS, 
the lofty popularity it has attained. 

In addition to the expensive Engravings which have already appeared, 
they have others of great intcrest in preparation, together with several 
new arrangements, which will decidedly render “ Tur NNICKERBACKER” 
the most elegant, as it is the cheapest, of AMERICAN PERIODICALS. 

With regard to our occasional correspondents, we have received many 
favors during the month, for all of which we tender our respectful thanks. 
Our witty contributor, “ J’alstaff,” will not have occasion to reiterate his 
complaint as to the next communication with which he may honor us. 
For the “Doom of Beauty ;? “Essay on Champagne ;? “The Broken 
Window ;” and “ Memoirs of a Fatalist ;” we are obliged. 

We have received from a correspondent anonymously, a large packet of 
miscellaneous verses, with a request for us to insert one or two of them 
occasionally, as specimens. We comply. 


TO 4 LADY, ON BEING PROMISED A KIS3, IF 1T WERE ASKED IN POETRY. 
Oh, let me taste without alloy, 
Sensation’s purest glow, 
Oh, let me feel the richest joy 
That mortals here can know. 


To press thy lips, to ask a kiss, 
Sweet Harrict, may | dare, 
It can’t be sin to taste the bliss, 
That smiles such rapture there. 
The last verse deserved one. 


The poetry of “ V. 5” “L.;” “ Apicius ;” “S. M.;” “ XIX. 3” and “Sy- 
billa ;” remains under consideration. If “ M. H.” would submit the speei- 
mens he mentions, we could judge better of his proposal. 

Letters lie at our office for “O. V.;” “ Virginian ;” and “ Alexis.” We 
will feel obliged by a call from “S. P. Q. R.”? 

Communications for a specific month, are requested to be sent not later 
than the 20th of the current. 
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We thank “ Fiat Justitia,” for the three newspapers containing articles 
copied from the Knickerbacker, without acknowledgement. We-have only 
to say in answer, that editors throughout the country are entirely welcome 
to any thing in our pages which may suit them. With the exception of 
the Journals in question, where it very prohably was an oversight, we 
have little to complain of at the press, generally, for not doing extracts 
from the Knickerbacker the usual courtesy of credit. 

If some other good resolution does not come in the way, we intend to 
rise every morning at6 o’clock, for the next three weeks, that we may get 
through before June, the ponderous Essay from the West, On the Expedi- 
ency of removing the Capital of the United States, and encouraging a gene- 
ral Emigratio m the European Kingdoms to the Oregon Territory ;” 
what a pity thisingenious gentleman did not live in the time of Berkeley. 

We will be very happy to hear again from the author of the able “ Re- 
marks on Mr. Tytlers Historical View of the Progress of Discovery ;” and 
likewise from the accomplished “ E. F. E.” whose letter gave us unequi- 
vocal delight. - 

We suppose we must notice the “ Poems by a Collegian,” in our next 
number. To make us pay postage, however, to the tune of more than 
treble its value. is an Irish method of making a present we do not like. 
But as every “ Genius” is either poor, or absent in mind, we forgive him. 

We wish “C.D.” or “C. L.” for the writing is so very curious, we cannot 
exactly tell which, would try his powers once more. The pieces he sent 
— contain some good thoughts, but were not written in his happiest mood. 

The communication of “A.” “TL.” “Eliza,” “ Atwater,” and “ Vixen,” 

are held over. That on Jrish affairs, though well written, does not sult 
us. The French verses to the anthor of Stock-am-eisen, are an honor which 
our correspondent will doubtless appreciate. The writer, however, is 
wrong in supposing the character of Napoleon is lessened in the tale. We 
have forwarded them to the author. 

We will be obliged to the author of the “ Philosophy of Human Great- 
ness,” if he will give us a call. 

We hoped to have found room in our present number to have inserted 
the interesting paper respecting the American Lyceum, but were unable ; 
and likewise an article on the annual exhibition of the Peithologian So- 
ciety, from which we derived high gratification. ‘The opening and closing 
addresses were the best. Tosay that the former was admirable, would be 
but a cold and unworthy expression, to characterize its various excellen- 
‘cies. The general effect of the meeting would have been better without 
the harping of the music, and the unacademic “ exhibition” which one 
of the reciters made of himself. The ladies of New-York do themselves 
honor by a tending such assemblies. 

The letter of our esteemed correspondent in Philadelphia, containing 
“ Recollections of a Bachelor,” ebapters I. and UI., oame to hand too 
late for the present Number. ; 


